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Pencks Prince of Tyre! 

This Stage, the Ship upon whofe Deck?, 

The Seas toft Pericles , appeares to fpeake, 

Enter Ecr teles on Shiphoord. 

„f/?'i The go d of this great vaft, rebuke thefe (urges 
Which wafti both heaven and heil,and thou that haft 
Vpon the windes command, binde them in Braffe 
Having cald them from the deepe, O ftill 
Thy dearmng dreadful! thunders, daily quench 
Thy nimble fulpherous flakes : Oh how LicboruUl 
?° es jpy Queene ? then ftorme venomoufly. 
Wilt thou fpeat all thy felfe? the Seamans whiftle 

Is a whifper in the eares of death, 

Vnheard Ltchorida? Lucina^ oh / 

Divineft patronefle, and my wife, gentle 
o thole that cry by night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dauncing Boat, made fwift the pangs 
Ot my Queenes travailes. Now Lichorida . ' 

j Enter Lychorida m 

Tate ™ h d lceit ,’ won,d dic > as I i am like to do i 

A little daughter, for the fake ok ' 

. e 111313 ly and take comfort. 

Per. O you gods ! 

Why doe you make us love your goodly gife 
And fnatchthem ft raightaway i* ?% ^ 

A^d ^ el ° W ; recaI1 not wfi at we give. 

And therein may ufe honour with you. 

A Now S: £*&£$* this ^ 

For a moil btalfero® bird hath aerer Babe • 
and gentle thy conditions ; ““ 

* m *« !S^Wk welcome to this world, 




;; Pericles Prince ofTyrf. 

That ever was Princes childe .-happy what followed 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 

As Fire, Aire, Water, Earth, and heaven can make, 

To harold thee from the wombe ; 

Evenat the fir ft; thy Ioffe is more than can , 

Thy portage quite, with all thou canft finde here . ^ 

Novv the °ood gods throw their beft eyes upon it. 

° Enter two Saylors. 

I. Saylor. What courage fir ? God fave you.' ^ 

Per, Courage enough* I doe not feare the flaw* 

It hath done to me the worft : yet for the love 
Of this poore infant, this ftefti new fea-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. ... . 

1 . Saji slacke the bolins there; thou wilt not wut thou ? 
Blow -and fplit thy felfe. .... y , j «•„ 

2. Sayl. But fea-roome, and the brine and cloudy billow; 
kifle the Moone, I care not. 

i . Say. Sir, your Queene muft over board. 

The lea workes hie, the winde is lowd, 

'And will not lie till the (hip be cleared of the dead* 

Per. That’s your fuperftition. 

i . Pardon us fir 1 ; with us at Sea it hath beene ftill obferved,' 
And we are ftrong in Eafterne, therefore briefly yeeld her. 

Per. As you thinke meete, fer (he muft ore boord ftraight, 
Moft wretched Queene. 

Lychor. Hecfe (he lies fir. 

Ter. A terrible child-bed haft thoti had ( my deare) 

No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 
To bring thee hallowd to thy grave, but ftraight 
Muft caft thee fcarcely coffind,in oare. 

Wherefore a Monument upon thy bones. 

The ayre remaining lampes, the belching Whale, 

And humming water muft ore-whelme thy corpes. 

Lying with fimple'lhels : Oh Lychorida y 
Bid Nefior bring me Spices, Inke and Paper,' 

My Casket and my Ie wels , and bid Nicander 
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